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“Kih kard az khatir-i-khwaja Muayyid Dar-i-Hikmat kushada bar tu 
yazdan shab-i-man rooz-i raushan kard Khwaja za burhanha-i- 
choon khurshid-ipakhshan. Mara binamood hazir har do aakm ba 
yak ja dar tanam paida pinhan.” 


"From the heart of al-Muayyad, 

Allah has opened for me the doors of wisdom. 
Khwaja changed my dark night into a bright day 
by his arguments right like sun. 

He showed me both the worlds in my person, 
he made me behold them openly 
as well as secretly in one — in my self." 
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sea 
Oh widely read, Oh globally travelled one, 

(still earth-bound, still caught beneath the sky), 
what value would the spheres yet hold for you 
were you to catch a glimpse of hidden knowledge? 
Will your flesh luxuriate forever 
in the boons and blessings of the world? 

Why not for a little while enjoy as well 
the fruits of knowledge with the tongue of the Spirit? 


The dreamer’s banquets cannot profit him; 
only the waking know the taste of gain and loss. 
What does the dreamer know of stars and turquoise dome, 
or the things the Almighty brings 
to pass upon His dusty sphere? 


Wake up from this charming vision, 
you who have slept and dreamt for some forty years, 
and see that of all the friends of your youth not one remains. 
No one is left 
to share your drowse and supper but the beasts. . . 
and that which donkeys eat is not a blessing 
any more than that which Caesar conquers is a kingdom! 


Reader. 
If you miss the Path I would not be surprised, 
for I, like you, languished in perplexity for years. 
Three hundred ninety four of them had passed since the Migration, 
when my mother dropped me in the dust, 
a voiceless creature like a weed which thrives on soil and rain. 
From this vegetative state I reached that of the beasts, 

and floundered like a bird whose wings are clipped, 

till in the Fourth Age I gained the stature of a man 
and let a soul of reason worm its way into my gloomy body. 
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When the clock of years had turned some forty-two rounds, 
my conscious self began to seek out wisdom. 
From the mouths of sages or the pages of ancient books 
IT heard of the Cosmos, of the whirl of Time 
and the Three Kingdoms; 
but I found myself superior to all around me, 
and among all creatures so I mused 
there must be one superior to others, 
like the falcon amongst all birds, 

a camel amongst all beasts of burden, 
the palm amongst the trees, 
the Qur’an amongst all books, 
the Ka‘aba amongst all houses, 
heart in the body, sun among stars. 


I wondered, and my soul was filled with grief, 
my meditations blasted with fear of all the objects of thought. 


From every School I searched: 
from Shafiite, Malikite, Hanafite and Hanbali 
I sought a sign of guidance, 
of the Chosen One of Allah, the Almighty, the Guide; 
and each one pointed me a different way, 
one to China, one to Africa. 
When I asked for a reason, or for corroboration from the Qur°an, 
they recoiled in helplessness, like blind men, like deaf men. 


Then one day, I read in the Book the Verse of the Oath, 
in which Allah proclaims His Hand 
is above all hands, and pondered on that group 
who swore allegiance beneath the Tree 
(like Ja°far, Miqdad, Salman, al-Buraa) 
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I asked myself: 

How is it now with that Tree and with that Hand? 

Where shall I see that Hand, that group, that Oath? 


I asked, but was rebuffed. They are no more 
— so I was told — 
The Tree, the Hand are gone, 
the Assembly dispersed, 
the Hand concealed and veiled in secrecy. 
Those men were the Companions, 
favored by that allegiance 
and chosen to be with the Prophet in Paradise. 
But I said to myself 
In the Book it is clear that Ahmad && 
is the Messenger of Good News, and the Warner, 
luminous as light. 
If the unbelievers wished to blow it out 
Allah would light it again in spite of them. 

How is it today that no one is left of that Community? 
Surely the word of the Universal Judge cannot be false! 
Whose hand should we grasp, 
where should we take an oath 


that even we of latter times might enjoy the justice of heaven? 
Why should it be our fault not to be born in that era? 


Why should we be deprived of the Prophet, 
afflicted and distressed? 
My face grew pale as a yellow blossom in the pain of ignorance. 
I bowed in the wind of doubt like an aging cypress. 
The learned man is like a pomander, his knowledge a halo of musk; 
or like a mountain concealing its vein of gold; 
but ore without gold, perfume without aroma 
are worth no more than dust. 
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Then I arose and set out on my way, 
remembering neither my home nor past nor garden of roses. 
From Persian, Arab, Hindu, Turk and Jew, 
from the folk of Sind, from the Romans, 
from everyone I met, 
the Philosopher, Manichee, Sabaean, Atheist, 

I asked, I questioned, I pestered. 

Many a night I made a stone my pillow, the clouds my tent. 
I sank as low as a fish, 

I ascended as high as the stars above the hills; 
now in a land where water was frozen as marble, 
now in a land where the very dust was hot as a spark, 

I roamed. now on the sea, now on the high plateau 
or trackless waste, across mountains, sand and streams, 
up and down the precipices, 
coil of rope round my shoulder like a camel driver, 
pack on my back like a mule, 
inquiring I went my way, searching from city to city, 
shore to shore. 


Then one day I reached those city gates where angels are servants, 
where planets and stars are slaves, 
a garden of roses and pines girded round with walls 
of emerald and jasper trees, 
set in a desert of gold-embroidered silk, 
its springs sweet as honey, the river of paradise: 
a city which only Virtue can aspire to reach, 

a city whose cypresses are like the blades of Intellect, 
a city whose sages wear brocaded robes woven of silk. 
And here, before these gates, my Reason spoke: 
Here, within these walls, 
find what you seek and do not leave without it. 
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So L approached the Guardian of the Gate, 
and told him of my search. 
Rejoice! he answered. 
“Your mine has produced a jewel, 
for beneath this land of Truth 
there flows a crystal ocean of precious pearls and pure clear water. 
This is the lofty sphere 
of exalted stars; 
aye, it is paradise itself, the Abode of Houris.” 
I heard these words freighted with meaning, 
sweet as honey, 
and felt myself on the threshold of heaven. 
I told him, 
“My soul is weak, though my body may seem strong to you. 
I am in pain, but that is nothing. 
I refuse a medicine I cannot understand, 
I reject all that is beyond the law.” 
“IT am a doctor.” he answered. 
“Speak to me and tell me all that ails you, every detail.” 


And I began to ask him 
of the things that were first and those that will last, 
of the cause of the order of the world 
which is the basis of things as they are. 

Of what is genus and the way in which species are formed. 
I asked about the All-powerful, predestination and faith, 
Both of which are never inseparable from each other. 
But how should one be given precedence over the others? 
I asked him of the mechanism of the palpitation of day and night 
— how from these — 
the beggar becomes rich, and the darkness becomes lit? 

I asked about the Prophets and their contradictory messages 
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Of the reason for the prohibition of drinking blood 
or intoxicating wine. 
Then I inquired as to the foundation of the shari‘ah, 
And why five prayers have been prescribed. 
I asked about the fast that the Prophet ordered to be observed 
during the ninth month of the year, 

Why should zakat be different for silver and gold coins, 
Why a fifth on booty and a tithe on irrigated land? 
Why should this be one fifth and that one tenth? 
Why the brother takes one share while the sister only half? 
I also asked about the cause 
of the uneven distribution of happiness: 

Why does it often happen that a worshipper is aggrieved 
while the oppressor is happy? 

Or why one pious man is unhappy while another is happy? 
Why one unbeliever enjoys his life 
while another is dissatisfied? 

Why one is born of solid health and good looking 
while the other is blind or of weak health from birth? 
But yet Allah always acts in perfect justice 
— then — 
reason cannot be satisfied by what it, in its imperfection, sees. 
I say that it is day but you say it is night. 

I asked you to prove that contention 
but you in reply draw your dagger. 

You say that at a certain place 
there is a sacred stone 
and all who perform a pilgrimage to it become free from sin. 
Azar, the Father of the Prophet °Ibrahim 
preached the religion of idolatry 
and you preach the worship of a stone. 

Truly you are the same to me as Azar. 
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That sage then set his hand upon his heart 
(a hundred blessings be on that hand and heart!) 
And said, I offer you the remedy of proof and demonstration; 
but if you accept, 
I shall place a seal upon your lips which must never be broken. 
I gave my consent and he affixed the seal. 
Drop by drop and day by day he fed me the healing potion, 
till my ailment disappeared, 
my tongue became imbued with eloquent speech; 
my face, which had been pale as saffron now grew rosy with joy; 
I who had been a stone was now a ruby; 
I had been dust — now I was ambergris. 


He put my hand into the Prophet’s hand, 
I spoke the Oath beneath that exalted Tree 
so heavy with fruit, 
so sweet with cooling shade. 


Have you ever heard of a sea which flows from fire? 
Have you ever seen a fox become a lion? 
The sun can transmute a pebble, 
— which even the hand of Nature can never change — 
into a gem. 
I am that precious stone. 
My Sun 
is he by whose rays this tenebrous world is filled with light. 
In jealousy I cannot speak his name in this poem, 
but can only say that for him Plato himself would become a slave. 
He is the teacher, hearer of souls, favored by Allah, 


image of wisdom, fountain of knowledge and Truth. 
Blessed the ship with him for its anchor, 
blessed the city whose sacred gate he ever guards! 
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Oh Countenance of Knowledge, Virtues Form, 
Heart of Wisdom, Goal of Humankind, 

Oh Pride of Pride; 

I stood before you, pale and skeletal, 
clad in a woolen cloak, and kissed your hand 
as if it were the grave of the Prophet # or Black Stone of the Ka‘aba. 
Six years I served you; and now, 
wherever I am so long as I live 
I'll use my pen and ink, my inkwell and my paper 
in praise of you! 


Abii Mu‘in Nasir-i Khusro 
also known as 
The Ruby of Badakhshan 
Abii Mu‘in Nasir-i Khusro (3»++ »24) 3, who ranks among the half 
dozen greatest poets of Persia, was born in Qubadian, a small town 
in the region of Mary, in 394 A.H./1004 A.D. Little is known of his 
childhood and early years except for a few references in his book of 
poetry, the Diwan (5!s——3), from which this poem is drawn, and his 
Philosophic works. Our information concerning his life is largely 
derived from his travel book, Safar Namah (+4444), which he com- 
posed after his seven year journey through the °Islamic world as far 
as Egypt and back again to his native land of Khorasan (54+! 4). 
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Nasir Khusro was well versed in all the branches of natural science, 
in medicine, mathematics, astronomy and astrology, in Greek phi- 
losophy and the interpretation of the Qur’dn. He studied Arabic, 
Turkish, Greek, the vernacular languages of India and Sindh, and 
perhaps even Hebrew. In about 1046, inspired by a heavenly voice 
in a dream, he abjured all the luxuries of life, and resolved upon a 
pilgrimage to the holy shrines of Makkah and Madinah, hoping to 
find there the solution to his spiritual crisis. 


During the 7 years (1046-1052) of his 19,000-kilo journey (2,200 
parsangs) he visited Makkah and performed hajj four times. In be- 
tween his four trips to Makkah he studied in Cairo. mainly under 
the Fatimid da‘i (‘caller’) al-Mu‘ayyad fi-d-Din Shirazi, and became 
thoroughly imbued in the Shi°ah ?Ismda ‘ili doctrines of the Fatimids. 
After six years of studies he was raised to the position of da‘. 
himself and appointed as Hujjat-i Khorasan, and thereafter the pro- 
pogation of ?Isma‘ilt teaching in his native country became the sole 
object of his life though he was severely persecuted and rejected. 


After many years of wanderings he finally found refuge in 1060 in 
Yamgan in the mountains of Badakhshan (bagax WOH/j-—4_4.4—»), 
where he spent the last decades of his life as a hermit, and in the 
end gathered round him a considerable number of devoted students, 
who handed down his teachings to succeeding generations. 
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